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NO MISTAKE!
HEPATINE

AKE
The Great Remedy for all Diseases of the Liver,

raxe HLEPATINE

The Great Cure for Dyspepsia and Liver Disease,

raxe HEPATINE

The Great Cure for Indigestion and Liver Disease.

The Great Cure for Constipation and Liver Disense,

raxe HLEPATINE

The Great Cure for Sick Headache & Liver Discase,

raxe SLEP ATINE

‘The Great Cure for Chills, Fevers and Liver Discase,

St Matthews,
i

state

raxe HEPATINE
For Female \thkllﬁ‘i Gieneral Debility aml Liver
wn hout the piesence of ather
‘sinking at the pitof thestomach, ]n't|m1l{-m€ illusion

Costiveness?

s designed by mature anad a

tian o f the muscular
H EPATITIINE

The Great Cure for Rilious Attacks and Liver Disease,
13 Slse,
diseases, attended with loss of
of the senses, morbidl feelings and uneasiness of vari-
of the bowels in which
cxpn led with difficuley,
This disease i cusily cured if
VV HAT IS INDIGESTION

raxe HIEPATINE
For Sour Stomach, Headache and Liver Discase,
raxe JLEP ATINE
A state of the § 0.'!!1|:h in which
it= ﬂuu.l.:uu-. are irbed, often
‘appetite, nausen, hearthum, sour stomach, rising of
foud after eating, sense of fullness or weight in the
stomach, acrid or fetid ermctations, a fluttering or
“ous hinds, and which is permanently cured if you take
TN H AT IS Constipation or
the e nations do not take place
inordinately b mll anild
L by alow siate of the
which diminishes th
of the stomach.
will take
A comdivion of 1} omach pro-
|‘u.uI'~\ inmet he Liver,
wlien lln. foend is not properly

icested, sl in which coudi-
tion the -mlTrrrr is hi s 1o hevome the vietin of
1 a1 buman fab is heir o—

5
s an ;_r.m.rulpr(-»n;-uun. Liis pusitively

-cured' lf 5nu take
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Siskkt & Nervous

the seat of the brain was in the
dinge effert on the other. Soitis thata
canse, Headaches are v wily eured if you will take
Heartburn?
ereates the heat and burnic ensation,  The con-
'ol'lcn occur.
TAKE
When the tongue is coard, T .0 LT
For bitter, bad taste in the month, A
directed on bottle, aml you never will be sick. ‘I'his
TAIIZ

HEADACHE!?
Tt wns n' one time supposed that
T ths Co A ey S Ty
i oF the bt Snt beaaahes Dl e eae o
HEPATTIINIEG
WH AT I Sour Stomach?
e e s nay conss
Cinanch ObLo b f;ﬁ’.‘f.‘.,:::.“.".','u,i"'.‘:.J"&'.’..rzm".
} When the skin is y:llu“ 3
HEPATINE
HEPATINE
DEATH TO DISEASE!
HEPATINE
H=A teaspoonful in a wineplass full of water, as
is saying n great (i(_zl Lt we
MAKE NO MISTAKE!
H EPATINE
# & FIFTY DOSES IN EACH BOTTLE.

FOR SALE By
'm.'\_\ lii . 1877 ly -
o ouUTZ=Z>s
I-:ORBE AND CATTLE POWDERS;

v m oure or provont I)m
No Honsr will din of Cor1o, NoTTs or Lura Fr-
+9Em, If Fonta's Powreors aro usedd In timn,
+ l Fontz's Powderswilleuro anid rrn\ ent loo CnoLera
L!i.z.a Powders will provent GArESs 1IN Foww, es-
pcrln Turke

onv'u Pow fd‘ﬁ will Increnso tho quantily of milk

+mnd erenm twunty per cet., nud wake the btter firm
and sweet,

Foulz's Powdera will enro or provent almost EvEny
Dieease that Horser and Cattlo uro heir to,

'OUTZ'8 POWDY NS WILL UIVE BATISPACTION,
'Bold evorywhera, ;

DAVID E. FOUTZ, Proprietor,
BALTIMORE, Md.'
] 1877 ly.
FOR RENT
The Two Elory Imlhhm.'; in the Town of
“Tiewisville, "The first Story fitted up s a
TREere vomplele in all yespeets, The second
o yoavranged for o Residence,
Iur partienlars npph to
GEORGI BOLIVER,
g, A _ ' ll_

1)1?‘ TRITIVY.
DR B, . MUCKENRFUSS

Dentist Store of My, Gea, 11,

may 1%

Rooms over

Cornelson's,
Ry

Cliorges Reasonable,

TWO DOLLALS l'l,l. ANNUDM.

F.M. Wannanfaker,
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Tverard l.lala 8 Lasson.

do not go'and leave me
here alone,” said Agnes Dale, clasp-
ing her smnll hands pitcously; ‘it
seems  so gloomy, and trouble is near,
I know. )
‘Nonsense, Agnes.  There <is no
trouble coming. Your foolish fancy

‘Everard,

has invested my going to New York

with terrors having no foundation,’
and Everard Dale lnughed 'merrily.

‘But there is no particular neced of
your going now, and you know how
I feel’ ‘

“1 could go next week- or next
month as well, but I' must go some-
time, aml choose togo now; just to
show how foolish your fancies are.’

‘Well, il that is the ense, I will sny
no more about it," and having plead-
ed as long as her womanly dignity
would allow,
the room,

‘What
nre!’

foolish creatures women
suid her husband.  “They think
we must bow to every whim and
funcy they have. 1 will'not do so,
that’s certain.’

Ah!if husbands weuld sometimes
bumor their wives' fancies, much
miscry and many heart tragedies

might be avoided.

Agnes Arnand and Ioverard Dale
had been maried one year. Agnes
was the most beautiful nnd wealthy
voung lady in Provost, anld, while
spemding  the summer there, Everard
Dale had become acquainted with her
and won her for his wife  She was
proul,
vwomanly; and, having been brought
up in a home where every wish had
been gratified. had never known the
sting of  disappointment.  Everard
Dale was  arhiteary and thoughtless
in his way, wil careless in his
method of obtaining it.

Wkien she wmarried Everard, Agnes
hadd Joved und honored hing but she
Ladl hees bitterly  pained when she
came to know Lim 1l|ul‘ullgh|y. Not
that he was wicked; he was simply
selfish, Ile lovid his wife, but his
was oue of the natures that think their
man hood

W

requires  nu assumption of

authority, especially in their own
houscholds.
Evernrd and his wife had been

growing away from each other all the
year of their married life, and now
be was doing an unneeessiry net that
would sever thz alrendy frail cord
binding her to him,

She had become  possessed \\iLh-lhe
iden thut it he went to New Y ork
trouble would come to her, and this
i he had  laoghed at. She bl
tricd entreaty, almost prayver, but he
hal remained obdur ate. A paor
hero, seemingly, vet thord w as {eeling
in him, i the weak selfishiess 1]1.1t
covercd it conld be penetrated, and
something waken it to nction.

‘Ile does not love me at ull, or he
wou'ld do as I wizh,”and the proud
woman bowed her head and wept
bitter tears.

DLut she
love ler,

was  mistnken.  1Le did
and  would have sullered
muceh beenuse of his love, but havin o
f i selfe along, he did not know wh 11.
consideration for others was,

‘I will leave him,’she continned,
‘I will not be treated like Lhis; since
lie cares but for my money he can
have it; and 1
much.’

Agnes was ligh spirvited, and with
her metion  followed quickly after
thought, At the time her husbamd
reached New York she lelt J? rovost,
bound lor the great metropolis,

She left a letter for her husband on
the table in her dressing-room. It
was short and pointed, saying :

‘Everanp Davne—I have learned
that when you said you loved me it
was my money to which you veferred;
keep ic, and may it do you much
good, I love you, butl do not enre
to love and huve no return; therefore,
I leave you. Where I am going no
onc knows, hut I shall notcome back.

have loved him ro

My trouble has cometo me. Clood-
bye! AaxEs’
Then, with hot tears burning her

eyes, sho went away.
Three days after this Everard came

home, and inquired of the servant

Agnes turned and left’

_B.|t he

‘intelligent, accomplished and.

i vittion stared
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W hu ndnut.tcd him w hcre his wife was.,

‘Mrs. Dale; left hgma the same day
you did, and has not yet returned.’

‘Did  shesay where she was going 7

"Nu,.'s,-il'.’ L

‘Not Tenve any word for me?

‘Not that I know of) sir.’

I stopped to hear ro more, but
harried up the broad stairway to her
rooms, They were chi'l and lenly,
showing thuat no one had latcly used
ther. A terror erept over him, but
he went on to the dressing-ronm,
which opened beyond her boudoir.
There he saw the letter, and, break—
ing the seel, soon knew the extent of
his loss.

Had his life met noshock, he would
always' have remained n selfish and
arbitrary man; but this tearing away
of the cloak that hillhis true nature

'from himsell was what he needzd to

walken his better manhond.

‘I have ‘wronged her and she hates
me, he mnanc.] ‘and yet Ulave
and the proud

her,’
1an wept likea ehild.
roused himself, for, as [ have
snhd, his manhood wasstrong. 'L wil l
seck her,’ he eaid, and, find her if s'ie
be allve, and never shall my feet pass
tha door of this house unless she is
with me, orr I know that she is dead.’

By inquiring at the station he found
that she had taken the New York
train. So he placed the house in
charge of an old servant and follow-
ed ber. And now began aweary
search, ITe “sought. her among her
old friends, the fashionable people
with whom shl had been wont to
mingle, but they knew notluug about
her.

Employers  of sewing women were
surprised to have a sad eyed, fine
looking man  solicit thé privilege of
walking  through their workrooms;
but though he wvisited all of these
places that he could find, and repeat-
ed' the inspection so often that the

superintendents  and  employaes
thought him  erazy, and vefused him

further  sdmittance, be could find no
trace ol his wile.

Then he  traversed the vile haunts
of theceity, aml entered every home of

vice, but she wasnot there. Tach

dny brought him no neaver the end of

his search, and still he did not grow
hopeless.

Once thought he suw her. Tt
was ib anintricate maze of thorough-
fares. As he was hurrying on a eart
wins backed violently on the side-
wanik, and hud not a rough, strong
graspheld him, his search might hava
earded then and there; when he could
again proceed, the form ko was fol-
lowing  had disappeired. But a few
seeonds  haudd intervened, and hie hur-
ried th the next eross’ng, expeeting
to xefthe familine figurs i thisstreot,
but it iwas not there,

Then lie patiently inquired at every
door for blocks on cither sile of the
way he hal bren

he

fullowing, but to no

avail.  This  scarch  through the
poverly  stricken, erime  recking
homes of New York made Bverard

Dalenworthiy man, one in whom love
for God, as shown in love for his ‘cren.
tures, budded and bloomed and grew
to noble fruitage.

"] esnnot find her, T can do some
good with her money.” he thought,
:md whilst seeking her, his hand gave
to: those he found needing his lmlp'
and "his words of Lmdn(‘ﬁ, hope and
love called up bright smiles to many
fiees,

Leaving her home, Agnes had come
to the greal eity, uncertain what to
do ov where to go.  While her money
lasted she well enough, but
when it w as all gone the bitter trinl
eame.

She was heautiful, but beauty was
n sad dower in the city where it is
bought and sold for gold, She was
talented,  but such gifis command no
price where there is an overplus of
them. She was good, trusting, loving;
and tlie ity is full of bllghtccl inno-
cence, blastad fanith nnd broken

fared

‘hearts,

Agies sought employment, and at
last, when her pluinest garments were
all that hunger had left lier, and star-
her in the fuce, her
beauty obtained work from one who
thought to make ler his prey.

“110 lmm no knowledge of
whose well stocked \uunlwbua

Those
want,

and groaning tables prevent them
from

thinking that life is hard, or
that some souls are templed and lured
into selling themselves for bread, for-
get that they are only a small part of
humauity, and that many eannot com-
mund even the moan  things they
gpurih. “But want is purity’s greatest
foe,’and chavity should be rich indeed
to many a fallen onc.

Men wh) livein the hunts of vice
are generally very good judeesof
those their will can couquer, but Hor-
old Clargham was deccived in A gnes.
She .worked faithfully. but repelled
all his advances with a seornnud con-
tempt that was exasperating to one of
his low and base nature, =0 he dis-
charged her.

By strick economy she managed to
keep lher squalid allic room for a
month after leaving Clargham's em-
ploy. Then winter und sickness came,
and she was thrust forth one stormy
e vening, to go, she knew not where.

She wandered aimlessly along the
sircets, and was jostled and ‘l[:llt:ll at,
but she heeded it not; she saw brilli-
ant lizht, but shunned these, and at
last came to the docks.

The tall masts of the ships loomed
up tall and ghostlike agninst the
dark aud heavy clouds. Phe waves
came monning among the wharves
and vessels, and the sound seemed the
death song of a passionate, broken
heart. . There was o sob and wail in
the rizing wind that fitted well for
the scene.

Alone, for the gloom hind made nll
other mortals scek the g'nre of the
well lighted st rects, she watehed the
river She
it Humlgh i Epnee
open at the end of the whart
wherean she stood, and it lookeld very
cold ahd davk and <till, Sh walked
siowly “travard it, and at Inst stop
Just above its shadowy Lo,

“Iis only a step,’ she thought, aml
then leaned against the large post that
stoud  at the corner of the whari), and
sighed  wearily,

flowing on to the oceenn.
could dlml;
|L‘|L
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amd o gob <hook her
poor, weak form.

‘Oh, i he had only loved ma? she
satid, But there was no whisper of hope
to comfort her,
he had  Dbeen seeking tor her during
all the long months of her =uﬂu|mr
that even now he was near her, \\m‘.th-

ad =he did not koow

ing, though he dJdid not knm\ it was
she. I

‘1 will end it now,” she eried, bit-
erly, fand may God have marey on

my soul !'
Then she attempted to spring iuto

the river's colil emb ace, bul a strons

hand held hor back, She tnrued,
and from a passing  vessel came a
aleam light that run across the

dark waters, up the face of the wharf
and at last 1it their faces.

‘Agnes, durling !

‘Lvernard!” and she sunk nsen-
sible at his foet, .

He took fier in his arms nnd bore
her buek  into the lighted stroets.
People stared at him, and wondering
looks and questions followe 1 him, bu!.
ho heeded nothing, and earried the
thin form, that was light as n babe's
to him, on to Lis hotel, where le iaid
her on his bed, and chafed the cold
hands and {feet, but she £ave no sign
of returning conscivusness.

Then the physician eame and grave-
ly shook his head. ‘I cannot say that
she will recover,” he said ‘and if she
does,” her reason  will doubtless be
clouded.’

Everard Dale’s soul sent up n sil-
ent prayer to God :  ‘Save her, good
Father; give me time and t:h.luu. to
show her how I love her, and long for
her forgiveness, and God heard and
answered his prayer.

It was siter long weeks of watch
ing and eare that Agnes Dale openerl
her eyes to consciousness, and say
her husband bending over hm s 1L grent
love and tenderness in his eyes, and
heard a voice say, sofily : ‘TForgive
me, and Jove me again, my own
darling.’

Her weak hand sought his, and thoe
wasted fingers closed around it, the
light pressure telling him that he was
loved and forgiven. Experienco hial

.l

m.l.tl(. I im tender and lovmg, as well
as  strong and true, and when Ever-
ard Dale bent down and kissed his
wife's  thin lips, the kiss spoke to her
goul and  told it what it most longed
to hiear.

As from darkness comes light, as
from the rough sced springs the bea u-
tiful flower, and from the.colduess of
winter is born the glory of spring, so
from sorrow and pain cume trust and
love and joy to these two souls.

My story is finished, and, though it
may scem (hat it is founded on o lit-
tle thing, still all lives are made up
of guch, and were it not for the little
Joys and glad spots in them, they
would he dark indeed. Tf we will
consider the feelings of others—Ilet
the ouc to be covsidered hold the
position of wife, child, friend, or
stranger, it matters not which—we
will find that our thoughts will meet
with fewer rebufls, and that gndness
and true kindliness are nof such rare
things as we thought them to b3,

The Last I\Iel;dy of Paul Pestsl,
the Russian Conspirator,

‘The Emperor Alesander was dead,
H is cldest Lrother, the Grand Duke
Constantine, was his natural suceess or
to the throne of Russia; but, by a
deed till then kept a secret, Constan-
tine, in Alexander’s lifetime, had re-
nounced the crown in fuvor of his
younger brother, Nicholas. Thoac-
cession of the latter, theretore, excited
general surprise; an unsettled feeling
manifested itself among the people
and the army. The time appeared
favorable for the breakingout of a
conspiracy which had been forming
for years, An insurrection took place

at St. Petersburg «n Christmas day,
1825; but the movement of the con-

spirators was to hasty, and their at-
tempt, not well scconded Dby the
troops, fliled through the cnergy. of
Cthovenes--A—haadeedand thirt
leaders of theinsurrection were aeu.ml,
tried and eondemned, and almost all
of them sentenced to perpetual Jabor
or’ to exile in Siberia.
cipal
broken
undergs

The live prin-

were condemned to be
the wheel, bat did not
that horrible punishment,
the gibbet being substituted by a
ukase >"the emperor. Among these
five chiefs the first and most remark-
able was Paul Pestal, colonel of the
infuntry regiment of Wiatka. The
long and arduous task to which he
had devoted himse!f had not wholly
engrossed the mind of his brave and
persevering  conspirator.  Alive to
the eharms of the arts, hecultivated
them with suecess, and, in particular,
was an excellent - musician. The
young  and beautiful Cutharine
W had coftceived a devoted at-
tachment to ’estal. 'Gifted with an
exquisite  voice, sho loved to sing his
melodies.  The passion  with which
she iuspired him  was as fervent as
her own, and if ever the deep conspu-
ator conld foreet his gloomy reverios
it was wheu séaled by Catherine's
side, and drenming of love anid happi-
ness.’

‘On the eve of the day when Lhe
iusurrection was to break out, Pestal,
more preoceupied than uspal, searcely
answered Cuatherine, and at lm\‘
seened not to hear her.’

*What ails you to-day, dearest
Paul? she suid, taking his hand.
*You do not look at me—you do not
speak to me. I never saw you so ca]d
so absent, when you were with me.’

‘Paul looked at her sadly.’

‘What woull you do, Catherine,
were you never to see m:again ?’

‘I should die! ecried Catherine,
with enthusinsm; nnd then ndded in
a voice of terror—‘But why this ques-
tion, dear I?nul? Can you think of
forsaki ng me !

g L::ul.l.l was silent.

‘But it cannot e,
‘You have
death.’

‘Yes! While this heart beats it is
yours, Catherine, but,’ headded, em-
bracing her with melancholy tendor-
ness, promiso me, if I die, that you

will live for the sake of yourold
father, and that, even when dead, I
ehall never ceasn Lo oceupy your
thoughts.’

chiefs
[(§1}]

sanid Catherine.

sworn to love me Lill

q promlsu to live as long as my‘
guef will allow. But of us two, Paul,
it is mnot I whoshall have this cruci
trial to undergo.’

‘There are presentiments that do
not deceive, said Pestal, declining
his head on his brenst; ‘an inward
voice warns me that I must abandon
my two happiest visions—tho bliss of’
living in Lhe enjoyment of your love,
dearest  Catherine, and the glory of
assuring the welfaro of my country-
meu,’

‘What do you mean ?' cried the
young girl, whose fear and agitaltion
increased overy minute; ‘what menn
these mysterious words, these p]uomy
predictions?  Dear Paul, you are
concealing a seeret.’

“Yes, Catherine.’ L

‘A seceret Irom me, who never had
oue from you !’

‘You have had all mine—-but this
one does not helong to me.

‘And, it I may judgefrom your
looks, your words, your thoughtsof
death and parting, it must be some-
thing very terrible !’

‘Terrible, indeed !

After a moments silence; Pestal
continued :

‘Hear me, my dearest Catherine.
When I shall give you, this evening,
my farewell kiss, it may, perbaps, be
the last you will receive from me.
But whatever may be my lot, when-
ever you are told ‘Paul is dead,’ come,,
and you ehall find o remembrance of
me! for, I swedr to you, my last
thought shall be of you.' {

Pestal's presentiment did not de-
ceive him! He saw Catherine no
more.

The day after the execution of his
sentence a young girl, drowned in
lears, btained from the keeper of the
prison the favor of being a.dlnll.bedm-
to Pestal’s cell. :

After a long search she discovered
.gome lines of mus:c peue:lled oy the
AalliZctiom ARFOTY u“iﬁv
words, ‘For her ! Under_ueﬂ.th was
Puul’s name, ;

Two years afterwards there died, in
a luoatic asylum, a peor maniac,
whose madness consisted in singing;
every day andatthe same hour, the
same little melody. The madwoman
was Catherine—the hour that at which
she was ndmitted to her lover's dun-
geon—and the air wus the Inst melody
of Yestal.— Luglishwoman's Domestic
Magazine,

A Frenchman sold a horse toa
Vermonter, which he recommended
as being 2 very sound, serviceable
animal, in spite of his unprepossessing
appearauce. To every inquiry of the
buyer respeeting the qualities of the
horse the Frenchman gave a favor-
able reply, but always commenced his
commendation with the depreciatory
remark, “He's not look'yer good.”
The green mountain boy, caring little
for the looks of the horse, of which he
could judge for himself without the
seller’snssistance, aud being fully per-
sunded, alter minute examinntion,
that the beast was worth the moder-
ate sum asked for him, made his pur-
chase and took him. A fow days
afterwards he returned in hign dud-
geon to theseller, and declared that
he had been cheated. “Vatis ds mat-
taire?”  inquired the Frenchman.
“Matter!” replied the purchaser;
“inatter enough—the horse can'tsee!
Ile is as blind as a bat!” “Ah,” said
the Frenchman, “vat I vas tell you?
I vas tell you he vas uot look ver good

—be gar, I don’t know.if he look at
all 17

A man from the fav interior went
to Washington to see the sights. A
member of tha House, whose constitu-
cuts he was, said, “Come up to-mor—
row, and I wiii give you a seat on the
flocr of the House.” “No, you don’t!”
replied Jonathan; “I always manage
ito have a chair ta set on at home, and
I haven’t como to Wash’n'ton to set
on the floor! Injuns may do that

when they como, if they like, but I
don’t do it.”

“All is wanity,”” remarked a tin-
ware peddler, the other day. ‘“What's

lifo to ma, anyhow, but hollor and tin
cell an



